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A BOSTON VIEW OF GOVERNOR ANDREW. 


“ Henry Witson, I riRMLY BELIEVE, HAD NO MORE INTENTION OF SFRVING IN THE ARMY THAN YOUR EXCELLENCY HAS OF MOUNTING THE Hirpo- 


POTAMUS, AND CHARGING THROUGII STATE STREET TO-MORROW AT THE HEAD OF THE LiseRTY GuarpD.’’—(Let/er of *‘ An Old Jackson Democrat,’’ in the 
Boston Courier.) 
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Tntere 1 Sccording te Act of Congress in the year18¢2, by Lovis H. SrzpHEns, in the Clerk’s Office of the District Court of the United States, for the Southern District ot New York 

















VANITY FATR. 


THE READERS OF | STIBBS’ — | 
VANITY FAIR | | 
WILL BEAR IN MIND THAT OZONE SOAP. 


E. ANTHONY,| 
501 BROADWAY, It instantly destroys the organic combinations forming the matter of contagion, 
and therefore may be used as a disinfectant in all cases where one is required. 
‘Three doors from the St. Nicholas Hotel,) 


Is Soap is best for the complexion, making the skin soft, smooth, white, and brilliant; takes out 
f and gives a very healthy tint of loveliness to the face, which should be well washed with it 
HEAD QUARTERS FOR just before retiring for the night. 
It - aocens wae a a shaving soap. The beard should be rubbed with the Soap, then the lather- 
: 2 : rush applied with cold water. Before the razor is used, it should be dipped in hot water. No heat | 
PHOTOGRAPHIC ALBUMS, | or unpleasant feeling is experienced when this best of all soaps is used. The most expensive toilet 
| Soaps are not to be compared to it; and he who would have an extra enjoyment every time he washes, 
STEROSCOPIC VIEWS, ast om, send and get a cake of Ozone Soap. Besides, it is both a cure and a preventive of chapped 
nands. 
AND As a soap for the teeth alone, its value is beyond estimate; it sweetens the breath and destroys all 
| —> yer Edson, muslins, and cotton goods and laces washed with this Soap acquire a brilliant 
Cc . . . . | Whiteness, while flannel and woolen become soft and look new. Besides these qualities, though not a | 
ARTE DE VISITE PHOTO scented soap, it yet imparts a sweet odor or smell of violets to the person who uses it as a toilet soap ; | 
and the same quality is imparted to linen, making it particularly desirable as a soap for the nursery. 


Advertising Rates of Vanity 
Title Page, 50 cents per line, Oceupyiny 
the space across the page. 
Title Page, $1.50 per line, across the 
Second Page, 25 cents, wide column, 
« “ 10 cents, narrow colum, 


REAT MUSICAL % 
DEPOT. M. J. PAILL Ri 
% 


| Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N, 


sale the most extensive assortment 


| country, at prices varying at Two {4 


Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playng 
2,3 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 


GRAPHS OF CELEBRITIES. | Water does not make it soft, like all other soaps, for it may remain in the water all night and hardly | £ 


be softened ; and yet it is second to none in its cleansing or suds-producing qualities. Its anti-fectious 
pouerie make it invaluable for all sick persons, and it should be used in hospitals. It is the most 
ealthfnl soap in the world, and is believed to be a preventive to all infectious diseases whatever. 
It will be unwise to buy before seeing his W hen it becomes known, it will be universally appreciated. It is so pure it may be eaten; and | 
assortment | babies and young children should never be washed with any other soap—it is so mild and healing. 


curvy and Scrofu- 
S lous Eruptions. Will soon cover the STIBBS’ OZONE SOAP 


bodies of those brave men who are fighting 

their country’s battles. Night air, bad food, | 

and drenching rains will make sad havoc s sold : »>¢ Vea wc Qénnnat ar y : oe ‘ .. 
ee espera Beg Fh Bag pled gn s sold at 294 Canal Street and No. 4 Union Square. 
— a with HOLLOWAY’S OINT- 

MENT, it is a certain cure for every kind Perk ge Pay Cuak « ' ‘i " _ P ay » 
of skin disease. Only 25cts. per Pot. 215. Price Per Cake, 13 Cents, and by the Dozen, $1.56. 


MERRY } “ B.— Fo Curr Co.p Feer.—Wash the feet in very cold water with Ozone Soap. Dry them well | 
| x — with towel away from the fire. Never put on boots or shoes that are heated; they should always be 
|THE WHOLE YEAR| cold when put on the feet. Every time the feet are very cold, wash them with cold water and Ozone | 

= Soap. In one week a cure of cold feet will be effected. The Ozone Soap wonderfully warms and 

MER 4 FOR renoyvates. 

83 CASH AND NO LEDUCTION. <@a 
$1.00 


MERRY - — 
"oe OUR GREAT PREMIUM. 


MERRY |rue younG FOLKS LIKE 
ne To any one sending us $9.00 for three subscriptions to Vanity Farr for one year (or one subscrip- | 
MERRY S tion for three years) we will present a splendid copy of 


WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 


which is published at $7.50. 
Read the following notices of the work : 


MERRY 
merry. MUSEUM 


Better than any other Dollar 
ny Magazine, because it contains . ” ™ - 
MERRY the best Stories, Instructive From the ‘‘ Atlantic Monthly. | 
Articles, llustrations, Puzzles **€4 conclusive reason with us for pateering Dr. Worcester’s Dictionary is, that its author has 
. etc. rs erly understood his functions, and has aimed to give us a true view of English as it is, and not as 
M ERRY P -. e himself may haye wished it should be, or thought it ought to be. We believe Dr. Worcester’'s | 
PARENTS LIKE MERRY‘S | Dictionary to be the most complete and accurate of any hitherto published.”’ 
USEUM. 
MERRY From the ‘‘ Mobile Daily Tribune.”’ 


it adds to Home Plea- 7 ‘ _ : | 
egypt - an 2 dias “6 W e make no doubt that the work will speedily take its position as the recognized sTanpnarp of the 
ne, al English language of the nineteenth century, and have no hesitation in recommending it as notonly a 
yp healthful moral tone. a : ; - ne ;, 
MERRY safe, complete, aud reliabte guide, but as the only such guide within our knoweldge. 
TEACHERS LIKE MERRY’S , : 
MUSEUM , From Louis Agassiz, L.L. D. 
nl r . ? 
ME RRY b . I have looked over your great edition of Worcester’s Dictionary, chiefly with the view of ascertain 
Because it teaches children to | ing how far it covers the ground in which I am particularly interested. It is of great importance, in 
think, and aids them in their | our days, when the nomenclature of science is gradually creeping into common use, that an English 
MERRY studies by Special Articles | Lexicon should embrace as much of it as is consistent with the language we speak, I am truly sur- | 
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MERRY third Volume commences Jan- 


Heliieg Present. The Forty- | given, except in a scientific Cyclopedia. 
) 
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st. Addrsss, LOULS H. STEPHENS, 
A fine Steel Engraved Por- — 
trait of Aunt Sugin the Jan- Publisher for Proprietors of Vaniry Farr. 


MERRY a | number. 


ne Dollar a Year. Single 100 Nassau Street, New York. 
Copies Ten Cents. —— een as scnghiiaite siege = 


J: N. STEARNS, IMPROVED, 

; | Guttz ercha 

| Publisher, | Got, Berch J ob STR care 

111 Fulton street, N. Y./ pa, -RST and ; ‘ 

a ROOFING {oe dciaite KOU ROWNRGA_ FOR sPimenving 
RODrING i ae. LEARY Mira 

an » pile: t 8 f eve 

| Costs only about | toxcr anf ota JOHNS & CROSLEY, description; Wark 

‘one-third as Roofs of all kinds, SOLE MANUFACTURERS. NOT CRACK IN COLD 


ARD & PARRY, PUB- ; 
Ti. ram yp and sent to al o 3 
LISHERS, BOOKSELLERS | ‘°" "7 mo sll oe winntAM st, | °,#0",™ wane 


a Importers, (Successors to H. W. Derby.) poss f ith full di- . P 
025 Grondwar. oles their own Pub- | Tin, Minn pang (COR. LIBERTY 8T.), Agents Wanted. 
lications, together wa —— — mis- AND IS TWICE Send fora Clreular WEW YORK. ns ag 
yon ee Agee ee ee SS ey rl As DURA. i erms Cash ! 

They publish the following : ; : 
POPULAR BOOKS UF WIT AND HUMOR,| TOHINS & CROSLEW’S AMERICAN CEMENT GLUE, FOR 
The Widow Bedott Papers, 12mo., : CEMENTING WOOD, LEATHER, GLASS, [VORY, CHINA, MARBLE, 

cloth, ii 100 60 | poRCELAIN, ALABASTER, BONE, CORAL, &c., &.. the only article of the kind ever produced 
ah ene ae + on Shillaber, : = ° which will withstand water. Liberal terms to Wholesai. Jcalers. 

e arrowgrass rapers, 
Riley's Humors of the West, $4. PRICE TWENTY - FIVE CENTS. 
Brougham’s ceeranens Irish Stories, : 4 oo 

iss Slimmens’ Window, ( taal a 1D ‘ , ‘ “=e Lae 
Prentice’s Wit and Humor, , JOHNS & CROSLEY, Sole Manufacturers, 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 
Jack Downing’s Yankee Stories, 
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Wholesale Warehouse, 78 William st., cor. Liberty. 


pertaining to their lessons. prised and highly delighted to find that you have succeeded far beyond my expectation in making the | 
It is just the thing for a proper selection, and combining with it a remarkable degree of accuracy. More could hardly be | 
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BEACTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDy 


| BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND Tag 


Call and examine them! 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Chey 


Cash. 


MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED, 


EXTRACTS FROM 
CHAS. STOKES 
CONTINENTAL ALMANAC 


What is the difference between Inde 


; ence Hall, on Chestnut Street below is 


and Chas. Stokes’ ‘‘one-price”’ ce 


| store, Chestnut below Ninth ?—Ans, 
| three squares. 


Why is a lover who composes a pretty 
net to the features of his ‘* object” | 
soldier /—Ans. Because he knows} 


write about face. 


What great Goon is advanced by th 
lications of illustrated works similz 
Stokes’ Illustrated Alinanac ?—Ans, Sag 
Goop, the Engraver. 


Why is Stokes’ Llustrated Alman 
1862 like a well-appointed butcher sb 
Ans. Because it is made attractive 


fine cuTs, 


Why are the wood engravings in § 


| Almanac like the ships of war at prese! 


the Southern coast’—Awns. Because 


are block aids to his business. 


Why is a Southern planter like a 
nobleman 7—Ans, Because he dwells 
he Black Oder. 


Why should the soldiers outside th 


of Fortress Monroe be convicted fora 
terfeiting ?—Ans. Because they are mil 


wooden *‘ quarters,’ 
Why is a “ Revolver” like a vol 
with the measles?—Ans. Because 
SICK SHOOTER. 
CHARLES STOKES’ 


CLOTHING ESTABLISIMEM, 


824 CHESINUT STREET. 
PHILADELPHI 


ITEAM JOB PRI 
ING ESTABLISHMEN, 
44 ANN STREET. 


CHAPIN & McKAY, 
‘VANITY FaIR’’ PRINTS 
Newspaper, Book, Job and Card F 





neatly executed on the most ree 
| terms, and with dispatch. 
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RANTANQUERO DE BOOM-JING-JING ; 
THE WRATH OF THE REBEL RIVAL. 
A ROMANCE OF THE WAR. 


By McArone. 





CHAPTER X. 


“ Skacely !’’ said GrorIANNA. 

In truth, she heard steps on the stairway without, and recog- 
nized them. The door immediately opened, and the lieutenant of 
Light Quadroons entered. 

** Pshaw !’’ cried Perer, “ what did you want to come just at 
this moment, for? Leave here!’ 

‘‘T’ll see you blowed first, and then I won’t!’? remarked the 
lieutenant. He quietly produced a police badge, and fastened it to 
his coat. 

‘Do you see thai ?” said he; “now come along. I want you!” 

“OQ, dear !’’ exclaimed Persr, “it’s all up! Isee. Somebody’s 
been and squealed.”’ 

He followed the lieutenant peacefully, and was locked upina 
station-house to await Don Ranranquero’s orders. The lieutenant 
then followed the army to Charleston. 

There he met the Don, who had just hit on a plan for reducing 
the city. He issued an order commanding the use of fluid and 
camphene lamps exclusively. The result was that there were three 
fires the first week ; eight the second ; and the third, half the town 
was in flames. 

‘‘T may be mistaken,’ observed the Don ; “ but if that doesn’t 
warm ’em up, 1’m a teapot !” 

The Charlestonians found it very inconvenient to do basiness 
with six or eight roofs falling and four or five magazine-explosions 
going on in every street. It unsettled the usual course of things a 
good deal. Meanwhile, the Federal army lay encamped about the 
suburbs, and enjoyed the time tolerably. They amused themselves 
with euchre, billiards, smoking, and revivals. Every day, it 
became evident that the people in the town were getting ready to 
lay down their arms and give up their hands... .their field-hands 
....and undergo the oath of allegiance, or some other dreadful 
punishment. 

At length the mayor, the board of aldermen, and the common 
council of the city appealed to Don Rantanquero to let up on his 
camphene proclamation. They offered him four shillings and 
treats, if he would put out the fire and receive South Carolina into 
the Union again.... 

Which he did. 

When things got somewhat settled, he established his quarters 
in the city and hanged the inhabitants. This had a very salutary 
effect upon them, and also upon others, as was shown the next 
day, when General BeAuREGARD came, voluntarily, to surrender 
himself. 

‘“‘ My soldiers,” said he, “ say that they will abandon the Rebel 
ow and go home, unless you promise not to attack them. Will 
you?’ 

“ Don’t be foolish, General,” said the Don; “ even now, we are 
ae cannon, powder, and equipments for a continuance of the 
war !’ 

“Well, then,” said Beaurecarp, ‘all I have to say, is, that I 
think you’re real mean! However, I wash my hands of the whole 
affair. I'll go and tell my army to disband.’ 

“ Much obliged, General. Come and take tea with us?’’ 

“Thank you, I will. I always was a Union man, at heart, and 
something of an Abolitionist. Day day.’’ He took the oath of 
allegiance, and left. 

After that, surrenders poured in from all parts of the South. 
Buckyrr, of Kentucky, sent on his sword by a nigger who was 
travelling that way for pleasure. The Reverend General PoLK was 
going to give himself up, but met with an accident, being shot dead 
by a soldier whose socks he had stolen. In short, so many sur- 
renders were made, that the Don was forced to open dépéts in 
every town, where officers could hand in their swords at any time. 

These weapons were sold at auction, afterward, and bought by 
Stuart, the manager, for theatrical properties. They brought 
over eight hundred dollars, but the lieutenant somehow got hold 
of the money, through some informality in the sale, and nothing 
further was known about it.... 

It was remarked, however, that the lieutenant wore very gcod 





clothes, at about that time. 

All that now remained to be done, was to invite the neighbors 
together to assist at a Raising. ...a good old country-custom, which 
Don RanTanqueRo was willing to observe. They razed all the 
towns where Secession still lingered, and then raised the Stars and 
Stripes over every building that remained in Dixie. 

Sated with victory and flushed with triumph, the Don returned 
to Washington as fis permanent residence. 

His journey wae one continuous ovation. At every village and 
dépét the people gathered by millions to welcome him, and he 
delivered everywhere this neat and appropriate speech : 

‘*Lapies AND GENTLEMEN :—I have no time to say much, nor do 
I suppose you want me to. You have come here to see me, and I 
have come to see you; and you will pardon me if I say that I 
think 1 have a little the bést of it. [Laughter.] With the aid of 
Providence and the popular will, 1 hope to fix things all right. 
Start the train, Conductor.’’ 

Arriving in Washington, this great and good man made prepara- 
tions for bringing Pzrer to a sublime retribution. He bound the 
unhappy wretch securely in a chair, and appointed fifty men to 
take turns at reading back numbers of the Charleston Mercury 
aloud to him. 
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“Spare me!” cried the miserable victim ; “make me your slave, 
your drudge. ...kill me at once.... hang me....burn me....nay, 
scrape me to death with oyster-shells, and mighty poor oyster-shells 
at that, but don’t O, don’t read BarNweELL Ruert on Southern Rights 
to me!” 

His cries were heartrending, but the Don was implacable. The 
reading began, and cold drops burst forth from the sufferer’s brow. 

‘ This is indeed agony,” moaned he. 

For six hours, that room wasa scene of suffering. The low, 
monotonous voices of the readers and the despairing groans of the 
tortured man alone broke the silence. At the end of that time, he 
fainted, and the Don was called. 

He entered the inquisition chamber, with President Lincotn, and 
was told by a reader that Perer was dead. 

‘6 Requiescat in pace /” said the Don. 

‘6 Nino nishashanee nackatocassee !’’ said ABRAHAM. 

This is the language of the Springfield (Ills.) tribe of Indians. 
If we knew what it meant, we would translate it. 

The Don's young friend, of the medical persuasion, was called, 
and un examination, found that Perer had only swooned. An 
application of the new and improved stomach-pump immediately 
brought him up again, and at the intercession of GuorIANNa, 
further torture was spared him. 





























| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 












‘“T am Toy Farner’s Spirit.” 
Hamlet. 











‘*She’s so tender-hearted,” said the Don; ‘‘dear child, she 
wouldn't harm a flea !’’ 

Persr reformed, at once, and got a pretty good place in a tract 
concern, along with two gentlemen who had lately escaped from 
States Prison. 

Thus ended the Rebellion, and thus ends our story. Don Rav- 
TANQUERO fell naturally and honorably into a life of peaceful ease. 
He and his lovely wife board at Wintarp’s in the winter, and in 
summer the Don goes shrimp-shooting on the Jersey coast while 
Gtortanna accompanies Mrs. Lincoun to Long Branch. He loves 
life and has no children, but delights in fighting his battles o’er 
again, in the bar-rooms of Washington, where he is known and 
loved under the nom-de-guerre of ‘‘ Old Beeswax.” Maybe you've 
heard of him. 

The young lieutenant is living in the country. 

Although the minor details of this history may not be literally 
true in all particulars, it is still founded on facts, and the writer 
can bring the best of city references to prove his veracity and 
temperance. He is a poor, simple-minded, but honest cuss, who 
desires onlya clear conscience and plenty to drink. If any captious 
persons undertake to deny these statements, he is ready and willing 
to fight them for the beer. 

the End. 


From Our Martial Almanac. 


Although the army of the Potomac is still inactive, the Wash- 
=e talon fo decided that immediately after the 28th of 
February, we shall have a March. The military Congressmen 
declare that of all months, next month is most favorable for storm- 
ing, and that then, if ever, this year, we should look for a heavy 
blow in some direction. 
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Nautical Items. 


It may be useful for land-lubbers to know 
that the Spar deck of a vessel is fitted up for 
the exercise known among sailors as ‘‘ Box- 
ing the compass.’’ Also that the Combings 
of the hatchway are now regularly forwarded 
from all ships of war to the Navy Depart- 
ment, where they are kept for the purpose 
of Wigging delinquent Commanders. 





Encore Joannes! 


If there is hot water on hand, anywhere, 
the queer person who Counts himself in by 
the above version of ‘‘ Jongs’’ is sure to get 
into it. Just now he is bringing an action 
against a Boston lawyer, for sending him a 
jackass in a letter. We don’t know what 
the object of the jackass was, but suppose 
that “ Jonzs’’ looked upon it as a Reflection. 


Philolegical Correspondence. 


Dear V. F.—I find that in the ancient 
Gothic, the word morgan was a verb signify- 
ing “ tomake shorter.” But its signification 
is different in the modern Anglo. With us 
Morgan is a Noun Substantive and means 
‘*a shave’’—and nothing shorter. 

Yours, PHILOLoaus. 











JONATHAN TO THE COUNTRY PUBLISHERS. 


Ho! all you country paper loafers, 
Hanging at present by the eye-lids, 

Troop forward to the Treasury coffers 
And put your nickel under my lids. 


FATHER 


Shell out! shell out! on every copy 
My daty ’tis to levy duty, 

So just oblige your honest poppy, 
And from subscribers shave the booty, 


‘* You can’t,’ you say. ‘‘ Though they ought not to, 
Subs pay you now in wood and ’tatoes, 

And even touching these, their motto 
Is aught but Nunquam non paratus.”’ 


Well, that’s too bad! where's worth, where's honor ? 
Tell me ye nobs of Harvard College ; 

Will nobody alas, but Bonnxr, 
Go for a tax on human knowledge? 


What next will be the nation’s capers ? 
What evil does the fact forbode her ? 
When a half Cent on weekly papers, 
Is every where in such bad Odor. 
— —  -- — -- 
Two Lessons in Christianity. 

The London Times says of our stone blockade of Charleston 
Harbor that ‘‘ among the crimes which have disgraced the history 
of mankind, it would be difficult to find one more atrocious 
than this. Vanriry Farr begs leave to respond to that flatu- 
lent humbug that it knows of at least two, not only more 
atrocious than this, but also more brutal and cowardly than any 
actions that ever disgraced a nation of barbarians. The horrible 
punishment of the Sepoy rebels who were blown from the cannon’s 
mouth by order of the ministers of the government of a Christian 
Woman, and the pleasant little episode in the history of one 
General Petissizer, who suffocated some four hundred miserable 
wretches in acave in Algeria, for which humane and brilliant 
action he was rewarded with the baton of a Marshal by another 
Christian Ruler. 

To be sure they were not representatives of a Cotton interest, or 
not quite so white as their oppressors, so that makes some little 
difference as to the cowardice, the barbarity and the atrocity of the 
crimes. 

cer eee 
Sensible and Consistent. 


It is said that Herrina the distinguished homeopathist, on the 
principle that ‘like cures like,’’ recommends, as the best remedy 
for a cold, a Frieze jacket. , . 
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THE MATTER WITH THE OPERA. 


It is truly remarkable that conductor Max Marerzek does not 
quit the orchestra of the Academy of Music and retire to some 
orderly, well-kept Insane Asylum where there are few or no other 
boarders. The only reason that we can imagiae prevents his so 
doing is that he has not yet gone ‘‘ stark mad’-—we confidently 
expect that he will, however, before the close of another season if 
things continue as usual. Persons often become daft from far Jess 
causes than those that have conspired to harass «be gentle Max. 
Yes, by rights the Musical Jurirer of Fourteenth Street ought to have 
assumed lunatic airs some days ago, and if the goings on at the 
Metropolitan Opera were not suflicient to idiotize him, surely those 
at the Brecnrer Theatre were. 

Max, be it remembered, Jed in the venerable days of Castle 
Garden and Astor Place, and was in the habit of secing extraor- 
dinarily well-dressed persons in the parquet, balcony and dregs 
circle. He used to hear remarkably fine singing at times, too, and 
he kept finer instrumental soloists than ever Mr. W. H. Sewarp did 
Arabian steeds. 

When ,<ople went to hear a Satvi, a BenEVENTANO, or a SonTaG 
they did really wear delightful clothes, one and all, and the fact 
of course insured a brilliant-looking house. They respected them- 
selves, each other, and the opera. They were perhaps a trifle con- 
ceited, but then they had something to be vain of. They did not 
refrain from venting the delicate but harsh-toned hiss when things 
or people on the stage did not please as was expected. This made 
the management and the artistes themselves always “study to 
please.’ Yes, there was a high critical standard about those days, 
and MaretzeK knew it. It was fashionable to go to the opera, 
but it was not fashionable to put up with capricious baritones, or 
tenors, or sopranos, or contraltos. When a singer faced the foot- 
lights it was deemed his or her business to sing and act in as fault- 
less a manner as it is possible for human ladies and gentlemen to 
do. The audience was exacting, just, and ever ready to applaud 
success. ‘The audience showed its respect for its operatic pets, how- 
ever,as we remarked, by appearing in elegant evening dress. 
Some persons may not look upon this as denoting a compliment to 
the prime donne, the tenori and bassi, but it was meant as such, most 
decidedly. In our day none but boors present themselves at one 
another’s evening veunions except in full dress—not only society 
but a sense of right, a proper regard for decency, demands it. 
Well, when poor MarntzeK contrasts the days of yore with the 
nights of the present, and sees the Academy thronged with gentle- 
men habited in business suits, ungloved, and strutting in slush 
boots that wind upwards to a point above their knee-joints, and 
when he sees ladies in walking gear, wearing rainy-day bonnets 
and black gloves,and anon munching candy or getting up an appe- 
tite from a juicy orange or apple, why it-is enough to make the 


high-toned chef weep and weep until he fairly swims in tears of 
despair. Mud-boots in the Boxes! Candy in the Parquet! Old 
bonnets in the Balcony! Not a dozen dress coats any where! Not 
twenty ladies apparelled ala mode! When such spectacles pay 
their way into secured seats and place themselves under the gaze 
of the entire opera troupe, including the two stout parties in the 
female chorus, how can we expect even conscientious artistes to 
exert themselves. Brignoui before a Parisian or London audience 
would strive his utmost to win its esteem. Once a season he may 
make the effort in New York—in Brooklyn never. 

The people ought to get over the absurd pet idea of a set of 
country-gawks, that to appear in public dressed in a slovenly 
manner is democratic, and therefore commendable. It is a shame- 
ful hallucination common to many. The audiences at the opera 
now not only put up with, but frequently applaud, solos lazily sung 
out of tune and time,and in a manner that would disgrace a Broad- 
way Concert Hall. If we desire to raise public criticism in music 
and art to its former high standard, a united effort to secure 
brilliant, well-behaved and refined audiences must be made. How 
can we criticise artistes who have it in their power to teach us 
manners and gentility ? How can a manager cater successfully to an 
assemblage that looks like the congregation of a New Jersey 
country church, and does not behave with half its decorum? 

There is no use in blinking at the facts 3owery boys and 

girls may frequent their places of amusement either as swells or 
dowds, but well-bred people, who keep carriages and revolve around 
the acknowledged social suns, ought to know the rules of fitness 
and propriety well enough to set good examples to those who 
don’t, and not give Vaniry Farr a chance to peck at them. Once 
more, if MarEtzexk is not out of his wits he is very fortunate. If 
nothing better can be devised, suppose a system of Full Dress 
nights and Cheap nights of Opera be established. Then we shall 
have ample opportunities of seeing our theory practically demon- 
strated—-and perhaps earn the thanks of all true lovers of respect- 
able operas. 


> 


SAVE HIM FROM HIS FRIENDS. 


With some women the passion for kissing is strong—we may 
say horrible. Kissing is delightful under certain circumstances, 
but to be the recipient of labial compresses from, on an average, 
fifteen hundred and nine females per diem must be terrible. Some 
women kiss into a person’s eyes—some on the bridge of the nose, 
others smack on the favored one’s lips, or dampen his or her cheeks, 
or drop a mouthful of moist breath under her left ear, or taste the 
cuticle that contains the pomum Adami. Some show their teeth 
in a hungry manner—some bite their own lips firmly, and bestow 
a protracted touch of the nose, leaving a dent in the dear one’s 
countenance. Some clutch their friend’s hands or arms and fire 
a thirty two pound buss, as if shooting ata target. Some clasp 
their arms around the neck and allow their cold finger nails to 
creep coyly among the roots and under-brush of your hair. Ugh! 
How that makes you shiver! Fifteen hundred varieties of kiss in 
one day ! No two women ever bestow their olive-branch in precisely 
the same way—do they, poor Nutr? Some get their noses into 
your favorite eye, don’t they, poor Nutr? Some bring incrustations 
on your tender skin, don’t they, poor Nutr? Some scratch you 
with their spectacles, don’t they poor Nutr? Some feel like poul- 
tices of impotent, cold oysters, don’t they poor Nutr ? 

Then, too, the enormous size of their features contrasted with 
your own, poor Nutr! What great eyes they have! what Brobdig- 
nagian jaws! what elephantine probosces! prize-oxonian cheeks ! 
How it must frighten and sicken you, poor fellow! Beseech Mr. 
Barnum to get the ladies to kiss the hippopotamus, or the living 
whale that threatens to die daily, or the What-Is-It? or some 
other brute capable of bearing up under the friendly martyrdom, 
or get them to taste the leg of your homeopathic chair, but don’t, 
pray don’t let them pound and poison you to death as they surely 
will do if left unhindered. 


Jerusalem !—What a Difference. 


During the Crusades, the “ Order of Hospitalers” sedulously cared 
for the wants of sick Christian pilgrims at Jerusalem. That, how- 
ever, was a dark and barbarous age. In this more blessed and 
benevolent era things are managed differently. The hospitalers 
at our military lazaretto in Alexandria have such confidence in 
Providence, it seems, that they leave the sick Hero pilgrims from 
the North sent to them for treatment entirely to its care, providing 
them neither with adequate food, nor with medicine and proper 
attendance. 
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UNFORTUNATE FOR SMITH. 


Kind Uncle.—‘‘ SALLIE, MY DEAR, ALLOW ME TO INTRODUCE YOU TO MY FRIEND, Mr. 


Smirx.” 


A Modern Philemon and Baucis. 


A couple advertise themselves as having 
| just been married, and wind up the state- 
ment with the following invocation for 
worldly prosperity. 


‘‘ May peace and contentment forever attend 
On Christy, and Nellie, his bride ; 
And may Fortune’s favors upon them descend, 
And love in their cottage abide.”’ 
Connecticut papers please copy. 


Vanity Farr is not by any means to be 
classed as a Connecticut paper, but it is 
tempted to copy the effusion, nevertheless, 
as a specimen of honest, homely, cheerful 
sentiment, such as is seldom found in the 
annals of love poetry. These people ask 
not for hotel living, balls, operas, watering- 
place jaunts and finery—but limit their re- 
quest to the only real blessings thus far ex- 
tant—peace, contentment, and lasting love 
for one another. It is a pity that this style 
of thing is not taught at young ladies’ 
boarding schools as well as crochet work and 
the Lancers. 





By Our Depressing Young Man. 
Q.—Why is a Scranton blast-furnace like 


a Bull’s Ferry row-boat ? 
A.—Couldn’t work it without Ores. 





Oh, my Eye! 
The scarcity of salt in the South is terri- 
ble. Children are actually forced to cry with 
Fresh Water tears. 


A Tender Legal Question. 
The Legal Tender Question. 








THAT POOR RULE THAT WON’T WORK BOTH WAYS. 


Congress is an absurd place—in our time at least. Its sessions 
are apparently held only that the members may have the means 
of stultifying themselves to their hearts’ content. It is needless 
to mention names; they are in everybody’s mouth. 

One of the latest suggestions seriously offered in the national 
council, is one to reduce the pay of volunteers, a hardy race of 
good fellows who are engaged in fighting their country’s battles, 
already, at the lowest possible contracting figures, and who lead 
lives of bardship and misery from, in nearly all cases, motives of 
pure patriotism. Perhaps the author of the bill to reduce the pay 
ef soldiers, upon whom the very salvation of the republic depends, 
thought himself oozing with patriotic fervor. Doubtless he 
imagined that amor patria resided permanently in the furnished 
apartments of his soul, and that the welfare of our sacred cause 
was snugly stowed away along with his handkerchief in his left 
coat-tail pocket. Perhaps he thus deluded himself. 

If so, we take pleasure in offering to contradict his views. It 
is not the member of Congress, but the soldier that has given 
proof of patriotism. Look to the Native, Irish, German, French, 
Scotch, Italian and Polish regiments for evidences of this fact. 
The people see it clearly—none but a muddy-brained senator 
‘*can’t see it.’’ Of course we are willing to cut down expenses 
during the war, and will lend our aid to any just scheme that may 
be devised to this end. As an earnest of our desire in this regard, 
we propose that the bill lately introduced be passed with this 
alteration, namely—lct it declare that the pay of—not the volun- 
teers, observe ! but—the members of Congress shall be, on and 
after a stated date, reduced to eleven dollars a month, with the 
privilege of speech-making, and thirteen dollars without any such 
right to bore the nation. 

We bear in mind the axiom that ‘‘it isa poor rule that won’t 
—_— both ways,’’ and we hope that Congress will remember it 
also. 

Economy must be practised—that is evident. 

The spouters, not the fighters, however, are best fitted for 
having the FranKuin theory tested practically upon them. So 
let us hear no more about swindling men with whom the govern- 
ment has made a bindi ng contract for three years or the war. 











CABS. 


What has New York done that she must be denied cabs? Cabs 
of the Hansom pattern ? [Answers to be sent in before Tuesday next, 
along with card photographs of the authors.] We cannot con- 
ceive why we citizens must be subjected either to the extortion of 
hackmen or the barbarities of railway and stage companies. A 
long while ago, a man with a little more than average common 
sense petitioned the Legislature to charter him and his partners for 
the benefit of this community. He desired to go into the Hansom 
business. Everybody heard the fact and hailed the Cabman, or, 
rather, hailed the coming of that same, with delight. But some- 
thing happened to prevent the realization of this scheme. 

Locomotion at Albany is slow. The legislature travel by slow 
stages, and the wheels require constant greasing. Probably the 
grease gave out too soon, else Mr. Cabman would have had his bill 
passed before now. We see it stated that he is on hand again this 
session, and intends getting established by hook or by crook. . It 
strikes us that it is about time for us to begin to pity the man who 
wants to see us ride about town like American Christians, and not 
like sheep and swine. He is, we fear, in the hands of the Fee— 
listines up the river, and they will block his wheels eternally. If it 
depends upon legislative enactment the era of cabs will not dawn 
before the millenium or the forty ninth of February. He had 
better do something else about it, instead of dilly-dallying at the 
state capital. For instance, he might take out a license from the 
city government to run as many vehicles as he sees fit, in the same 
way that hackney coaches are licensed. A regular charter would, 
it is true, insure a monopoly of the business, but that is a matter 
that the people would hardly care to see gained. If a man can't 
get a whole loaf he had always better take half a loaf of bread, 
unless he has a sure thing on cake. If Mr. Cabstarter can’t get his 
papers from the State, let him get something at least from the City, 
and set about riding himself into the good graces of the poor abused 
public. 





A Zoological Distinction. ~ 


The principal difference between the original British Lion and 
the Canadian variety of the animal is that the latter wants Maine. 
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A NEW ORDER OF THINGS. 


Areliable gentleman from Printing House Square informs us 
that, after a certain date, the Tribune is to be written and printed 
in the old-style plantation dialect, while the Herald is to talk in 
broad Sawney. If this be really contemplated—and time alone 
can show—it would be only proper for the World to adopt the 
scriptural style of phrase, and for the Times to cultivate the lan- 
guage of Matsext’s Rogues’ Dictionary. 

We hope to see the suggestions one and all followed, in which 
case we might promise the community an editorial beginning 
somewhat as follows : 

(From the N. Y. Tribune, June 10th 1862.) 


“We am gwine in strong fur de eberlastin’ bobolition ob de 
human race an’ de sartain fixin’ up ob de Aztecs an’ dere pusse- 
cuted chillen. 

We’s been tomfoolin’ long ’nuff, Lord knows, an’ now we’s 
boun’ fur to hab tings sot scrumptious some how. Golly! You see 
white folkses de questions dat am bein’ unrabbled in de minds ob 
de hole great American Unium am dis an’ nuffin’ else :—How fur 
am she to Richmon’? What do Gennal McCretiam propose fur to 
do wid hisself supposin’ nuffin’ shud happen suddent fur to pur- 
went? Dese am drefful interrogumtories, dear readers ob de Tribune 
what has paid your usual two cents—dese am fearful questions 
what habent got no answers, and can’t hab none needer. 

Now den what we ’grees to do ’bout it am dis.’’ &c. &c. 

That would be a very pleasant kind of thing to read, and some- 
thing quite likely to ‘‘ put up” the circulation of the paper in a 
Windshipian manner. 

We will now make imaginary quotations from the other dailies, 
beginning with one— 

(From the N. Y. Herald, June 10th 1862.) 


‘We hae nae time na muckle desire to split hairs wi chaps wha 
hae less brains nor gowd, an’ if these sel-same editors o’ sheets 
ower which the deil himsel’ ha’ supreme sway, insist on braggin’ 
an’ braggin’ o’ their wide circallation a’ we hae to say es ‘ ye lee, 
ye cooards !’ ’? 

(From the N. Y. World, June 10th 1862.) 

“ And in those days people had consciences, and cared not for 
vain articles on theatricals unless the same were done at a Moral 
Museum. But now all these things have passed away, and the 
community yearns for the profane ; and since this pays best, we 
are forced, though reluctantly, to pander to the heathenish as well 
as the orthodox taste of our subscribers.” 

(From the N. Y. Times, June 10th 1862.) 

“Priggin is becoming frightfully prevalent among Federal 
office-holders, which accounts for how these fellows get their slugs. 
Cracking the Government crib is on the whole a nasty lay, and 
the coves what does it and their pals ought to be copped.’’ 

HOW THE GOVERNMENT CAN ECONOMIZE. 


V. F. having a superabundance of available talent lying around 
loose in its office is willing to assist the Government, and Congress 
particularly, ia the laudable efforts now being made to economize 
expenses, and it therefore proposes to furnish from one to twenty 
active and supernaturally intelligent young statesmen from its 
political staff, each one of whom will undertake to do the thinking 
and working of any twenty members of Congress for the moderate 
compensation of Ten Thousand Dollars per annum, without any 
stealings in the shape of mileage, by which it will be perceived can 
be saved to our country the enormous sum in every instance, of 


Firry THovsanp Dottars! 


$50.000. 

Furthermore, V. F. is willing to stand the high pressure and 
enormous labor of serving at all times in the arduous character 
of an 

INVESTIGATOR ! ! 
providing its bill for etceteras at the Continental Hotel, Philadel- 
phia, or Fifth Avenue Hotel New York, are duly paid without 
comment or cavil, and 
Tue ConcRessioNaL Pay Run On!!! 

If our patriotic offers are disregarded, all we have to say is 
republics are ungrateful; and unless we are immediately mollified 
with a fat Consulship or its equivalent, we shall join forces with 
the Rev. Mr. Guriey and cry out ‘‘ Onward to Molasses !’’ 


oe — 


Dramatic Criticism Looking Up. 


Two months ago the theatrical critics were content with pipes 
and short cut. Now they are all puffing Cunas. 


VANITY FAIR. 





FEBRUARY. 


Last of the ‘‘ fatal Sisters Three’’ 

Of whom December leads the train, 
(And stops it oft—the drift you see,) 

Hail to thy brief but frozen reign. 
Albeit thou art of low degree 

(See Fahreuheit on long descents,) 
The purple is bestowed by thee 

On many unambitious gents : 
While thou full oft to the unwary 
Giv’st the cold shoulder, February. 


The freeman—no man’s subject he— 
Whom hot-brained despot ne’er controlled, 

Subdued by one fierce blow from thee 
Becometh subject to a cold ; 

And many a belle of swan-like mein 
Touched by thy ice-wand in the parks, 

Shakes with her nose gloved hands between, 
Unwarmed by the surrounding sparks. 

Ah many an ague-smitten fairy 

Takes febrifuge in February ! 


Less numerous were Titania’s sprites— 

Though sprightlier on the whole—than thine 
And of the impish fly-by-nights 

Diptheria leads the croaking line, 
Pneumonia (elf that oft demands 

The aid of Mustard Seed,) Catarrh 
(That Cobweb of the nasal glards,) 

Aid in the pulmonary war. 
And nor of Youth nor Beauty chary 
They do thy hests, O! February! ” 


O’er patriot war-ships on our coast, 
The pestilential imp-flock veers, 
And visits every camp and post 
Where shiver Freedom’s Volunteers. 
Through storm-frayed tents the vampyres burst, 
They seize the strong by throat and limb, 
They shriek, where feverish and athirst, 
Within the lazaretto dim, 
Heroes from city, vale and prairie, 
Die of Neglect and February ! 





Malarious Fiend restrain thy swarm, 
Or, if they needs must rack and slay, 
Be it in homes with comfort warm, ~ 
Where good wives watch and mothers pray! 
Heaven shield ovr men on wave and land, 
They fear no mortal foe in fight, 
But poor defence are gun and hand 
Against the shaft that flies by nicht. 
Oh shield them—as its aspects ‘vary— 
From the caprice of February. 
EXTRAORDINARY BURST OF ECONOMY IN HIGH 
CIRCLES. 

Patriotism has begun to work in Fifth Avenue. A family of 
high standing, and whom we shall designate by a row of bs, thus 
BBBBB, has begun to retrench expenses and bring its domestic 
economy down to a war footing. Paterfamilias sets the example, 
and Materfamilias seconds it nobly. The old gentleman insists on 
shaving himself in cold water, to avoid the expense of heating it, 
and has beat his newspaper carrier down one cent a week for his 
Tribune. 

The partner of his bosom takes her tea weak, and intends resign- 
ing her position as member of the ‘‘ Blue Steeple Society’’ for the 
relief of the neighboring poor—which will be a nett gain to her- 
self of two dollars a year. ‘ 

The young man of the family buys wooden matches with which 
to light his cigars, and has about made up his mind to wear patent 
leather boots in order to save extravagance in blacking. 

There are three young ladies—Cornewia, Teporrina, and Satts- 
poona. The first thinks economy is “so nice.’’ She lunches at 
‘TayLor’s instead of Marttarp’s when out shopping. The second 
is equally self-denying, but is puzzled as to whether she had better 
retrench in hair-pins, or cut down the rations of Sing Song her pet 
canary. 

The third is constantly imploring her father to buy some cows 
and keep them in the cellar, so that they can have all the milk 
they want for nothing—and would you believe it! says she will 
go to a Milking Teacher and acquire the art! With a little practise 
she thinks she could milk a pint sure. 
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THE WAR VALENTINES. 


Come hither, my little dark-eyed maiden, 
Lock your dimpled hand in mine, 

And tell to me, without evading, 
The what and where of your Valentine. 


‘* My love is a beatswain’s mate on the Siren, 
A man-of-war’s-man bold,’’ said she, 

‘* Heart of oak and hand of iron, 
O he’s the Valentine for me!’’ 


Listen to me, heart-breaking fraulein, 
With the white rose in your leonine hair, 
Fain would I know your lever’s calling, 
Who is your Valentine, what and where ? 


‘*Q my true love’s name is CarL Zornn— 
Down at the camp with him you'll meet— 
And when he sounds on his bugle horn 
A thousand riflemen spring to their feet.’’ 


Good morrow to you, my pensive girl 
With the crow-wing hair and violet eyes, 
Ruby lips and teeth of pearl, 
Tell me your true love’s name and guise. 


‘Sure my young man’s name it is Repmonp O’Brien, 
And with his green feather he looked so fine 

When the drums were beating and the colors flying— 
O! Heaven be good to my Valentine !”’ 


Thus, ever it goes, the self-same story : 
Love and War walk hand-in-hand ; 
Forget-me-nots on the field of glory 
Under the laurel’s shade expand. 
ie ee ee ee eee 
Beauregard’s Circulating Medium, 
Checks on the Banks of the Potomac. 





Why is a dismissed Cabinet officer like an Orphan ? 
Because he has lost his Pap. 





HORSE, FOOT, AND ARTILLERY. 


Galling as it is to our Northern feelings, we must admit 
that the Southern war-chiefs are a little way a-head of us in the 
matter of expedients. We had almost said in the matter of 
Shifts. Our military readers are aware that for making up what 
is termed ‘‘ fixed ammunition,” flannel is an indispensable material. 
It is an expensive article ; and as the South is in bad odor with the 
dry-goods connection, just now, tight for money, and frantic for 
“fixed ammunition,” it became necessary for the Confederate gov- 
ernment to appeal to the women of the South for any quantity of 
flannel petticoats and things to ‘‘fix’’ the cartridges with. Thus 
have we a new feature added to the romance of war. Cannon-wads 
composed of the mysterious articles in question have already fallen 
within the precincts of our camps. Queer things with drawing- 
strings and bone buttons have been seen parting from the truculent 
cannon-ball in its flight, and, after flirting about in the air a good 
deal, settling down coyly about some soldier’s neck, true, even at 
the last hour, to the mysterious instinct that belongs to all such 
wonderful creations. A Federal friend of ours now with the army 
in Kentucky has sent us one of these interesting articles—or more 
correctly speaking, a pair. They somewhat resemble the Zouave 
what-do-you-call-them in cut, but are of the finest flannel ; and, 
marked with indelible ink upon the linen waist-baud, may be read 
the sweet name of ApgeLGisA THRogmorton. Happy the ammuni- 
tion that is ‘‘ fixed’’ with such as these! Perhaps. 

As an offset against the great amount of wind wasted in Congress, 
we suppose, steps have been taken by that body for cutting down 
regimental bands to a mere whistle. This is a bad look out for 
the pensive horn and the melancholy ophicleide, for the retractile 
trombone and the calamose clarionet. We shall be pestered, now, 
with dirty little hautboys out of work going about our streets 
begging for pennies. Piccolos will turn into pick-pockets, and it 
will be dangerous to perambulate the purlieus at night, on account 
of German flutes on the loose. Of course the panic among the 
musicians is very great, and many of them are already turning 
their talents into other channels than the brazen and wooden ones 
through which they have hitherto blown for the bare life. We are 
told of one performer who has rifled his bassoon, and is making 
experiments with a view to discharging projectiles from it on the 
principle of Concert Pitch. 

We understand that a Board of army Officers has been convened 
for the purpose of sitting on a new cartridge invented by an enter- 
prising ammunition contractor. The principal advantage claimed 
for this cartridge over the old one is, that it does not contain any 
powder or explosive substance of any kind ; notwithstanding which 
it is stated that many thousand samples of it have gone off with the 
Burnysive Expedition. If all that we hear about this cartridge is 
true, it must be a very safe one for a Board of Army Officers to sit 
upon, 


A FAST M. C. 


In the debate on the Treasury note Bill, Mr. Crisrretp of Mary- 
land is reported to have said, that he was ready to go as far to 
establish a just scheme of taxation as the man who went /arther. 
We are inclined to think that it will puzzle Mr. Crisrrexp to fulfil 
this patriotic offer. Our incredulity, to be sure, may be the result 
of ignorance. Ropert Futon was long regarded as a humbug, or 
at best a madman. Our fathers refused on Christian principles 
to travel by steam, and many of them still utterly deny the exist- 
ence of the telegraph. Now, although we have no such weakness, 
although we have seen the great Indian Runner, and have an 
English acquaintance who informs us that it is no unusual occur- 
ence on the Manchester and Liverpool line, for the steam engine _ | 
to arrive at Liverpool before the last baggage car has left Man- | 
chester, we are utterly at a loss to know how a man can overtake 
another who keeps a-head of him. We have heard of Divers in the 
deep, and ronauts in the air, and can imagine a badger worming 
his way through the bowels of the earth, yet we are still at a loss 
to know how Mr. Crisrretp proposes to go as far as the man—how- 
ever close he may be on his heels—who goes ‘* farther.’’ The 
word Buncombe will perhaps suggest to our readers a clue to the 
difficulty. For ourselves, however, we are inclined to put down 
the statement in the same category with that of the Irishman who 
said that ‘‘ one man was as good as another and a deal better too.” 


“Say ‘Yes! or “No!” 








Wouldn’t an insurrection among the slaves of the Confederacy 
necessarily bring about a Massa-cre ? 





A Discharge of Inefficient Ordnance. 
The removal of Brig. Gen. Rretey from that Bureau. 



































‘| BEBRUARY 15, 1862.) 


| 








SPAIN WITH A BROKEN NOSE. 


i ART little Mexico, 
f the news is to be 


purpose against old 
Spain, in a regular 

tand-up ring fight, 

which lasted about 
=five hours. As the 
details of the affair 
have not yet reached 
us, we can only sup- 
pose that it was a du- 
plicate of the late 
great prize-fight in 
England, in which a 
comparatively light 
eweight named Mace 
did pound and pum- 
into an indis- 


biundervore of a fellow going b 
the ‘‘ Stalybridge Infant.’’ Spain got a lick, it seems, on a spot 
called the National Bridge, near Vera Cruz, which must have 
drawn blocd, if Mexico has any muscle left. National Bridge will 
hereafter be a sore spot for Spain, because your solemn Spaniard is 
remarkably solicitous about his nose. Did not the late Mr. J. 
Miter have an anecdote of some wonderful old hidalgo, or alcalde, 
or something, who, upon arising from a fall in which his proboscis 
sustained injury, said—‘‘ This comes of walking upon earth’’? 
Thus of the blow upon National Bridge; the nose of Spain has 
been already broken by contact with American soil. Spain is 
great upon Infants, the younger scions of Spanish Kings being 
thus designated through life, no matter how big, and ugly, and 
elderly they may grow to be. Suppose, then, that we follow the 
trnditions of the P. R., in this little affair just opening between 
Mexico and Spain, and present the latter with the precious pet 
name of ‘‘ The National Bridge Infant.’’ 

It remains yet to be seen whether the Mosquitoes of Mexico are 
not fiercer at raising blisters than the regular old Spanish Flies. 


ES ae 
RUNAWAY ACCIDENT. 


We have not seen the following in any daily journal -- 

On Tuesday afternoon a porter attached to an ordinary hand- 
cart, containing little or nothing, took fright at the corner of 
Canal street and Broadway, and dashed up the latter thoroughfare 
with frightful speed. The excited animal steered tolerably clear 
of omnibusses and express wagons, but unfortunately knocked 
down an elderly lady with fa!se teeth and front at the corner of 
Broome Street, and a young lady who was unguardedly standing 
near the curb opposite the Melodeon, in compliance with a request 
from her admirer, “ Bunions,’’ in the morning personals of the 
Herald. Yursuing his wild career, the swift-heeled man rattied by 
the Metropolitan Hotel, Laura Kerenx’s, and the Lararce Hovse. 
Near the latter the off-wheel of the cart came in contact with the 
back of a lad’s head—the only one he had about him--and sent 
both it and him rolling. On coming to, a little, the boy described 
his vision of stars as exceedingly grand. 

The affrighted man finally ran head-first into a show-window 
and bruised his wagon terribly. While backing out preparatory 
to another heat, he was secured by the police, unharnessed, and 
led elsewhere. What could have startled the creature originally 
is not known positively, although some persons assert that a ma- 
levolent cur ran barking under his heels. The poor beast was 
covered with foam when captured, and seemed well-nigh exhausted. 


Bverything for Corcoran but Freedom. 


Won't it be rather aggravating to poor CorcoRAN and his fellow 
prisoners when Ex-Governor Fisx and Bishop Ames put their heads 
into the cell door-way and observe : 

“Oh! ah! Good morning! Just from the North. Thought we 
would drop in and see how you are. Going back directly. If 
there is anything we can do for you, just mentionit. Most happy 
to serve you. Good day !’’ 

ee ae 


Stop the Leaks at Home. 


It is stated that Mrs. Eustis, whose husband was one of the 
Trent Quartette, thinks that she has money enough to ‘‘ buy up’’ 
the French press and get it to advocate the Confederacy- Why 
wouldn’t it be a good plan for her first to buy up the Southern, 
and especially the Richmond press ? 





VANITY FAIR. 


WANTED—A POET. 
‘* An uncommon want.”’ 


BYRON. 


It seems cruel to say so, but there is no portion of the New 
York Herald so inetfably comic as its long daily list of ‘‘ Deaths.”’ 
It is sad enough to glance at those closely packed paragraphs and 
think how many hearts must ache over them every morning. But 
it is sadder still to think that some wretched clown should have 
it in his power to make that solemn record so ridiculous that no 
man can look at it without laughter. We allude to the bits of 
humorous rhyme, Which the morose person who presides over this 
department occasionally throws in, to relieve the monotony of 
his sombre compilation. These obituary verses are evidently 
" kept in types” and used as circumstances require. The editor’s 
repertoire being somewhat limited, the same platitudes are pub- 
lished day after day. In the course of the past twelve months, the 
following touching lines have probably brought tears to the public 
eye no less than sixty or seventy times : 


‘* Dearest Bobby thou hast left us, 
And thy loss we deeply feel, 
But ’tis God that has bereft us, 

And he ean vur sorrows heal.’’ 


But, if in place of Boxsy, it is Bossy’s mother who has left us, 
the first line reads— 


** Dearest mama thou has left us’’— 


a striking instance of the ingenuity of the human mind. Among 
the editor’s favorite elegies is one in which, by a curious convolu- 
tion of language, the Deity instead of the deceased is referred to 
as being ‘‘ at rest.’’ This ‘‘ gem adrift,’’ as General Morris would 
call it, runs as follows :— 


‘‘ We loved him—yes, no tongue can tell 
How much we loved him and how well 
God loved him, teo, and He thought best 


To take him home, and be at rest.”’ 


The Herald man is not to be caught napping, so he has a quatrain 
adapted to the demise of twins : 
‘¢ Fare thee well, sweet buds of beauty 
Little angels fare thee well, 
For thou wert too [two *] pure and lovely 
In a world like this to dwell.’ 


But for real pathos and a refinement of feeling almost verging on 
the finical, give us the subjoined : 


‘* Suffering sore long time she bore 
Physicians were in vain, 
But now at last her woe is past, 
For God has eased her pain’ 


This is said to be very popular. In its pre-Raphaelite simplicity it 
so strongly reminds us of the author of ‘‘ My Mother’s Breast- 
pin,” that we at once attribute it to his melodious pen. In our next 
quotation, the reader cannot fail to recognise the peculiar versifica- 
tion and melody of that great innovator of modern poetry, Watr. 
Wurman. Are we wrong in laying this tender topaz, this pathetic 
pearl at the door of the distinguished ? 


‘* A gem of human form is gone to the realms of grace, 

A princely pearl to enrich the kingdom of God’s selected race. 

Oh, Araminta dear, she is no longer here to solace the lonely hours of father 
and mother, dear devoted ones of thy world’s latest ends. 

She, blessed of the three, no longer waits the caressing of parents’ anxious 
care, She, she is there with God’s selected gems.”’ 

A want of space and patience prevents us from inflicting the 
reader with further extracts. The five inanities printed above are 
sufficient to prove that the Editor of the Herald needs, even if he 
doesn’t want, a poet. If people will have their dead friends versi- 
fied, for the sake of humanity let it be done decently, Mr. Herald. 


> 
General McClellan’s Fighting Weight. 
Sixty Four Pounds. 
— _ 
Wants Posting 
The Norfolk Day Book. 
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AT THE “WINTER GARDEN.” 


Truculent Man.— Siz, I MUST INSIST UPON YOUR SMOOTHING YOUR HAIR DOWN IN 


FRONT!” 


What’s his Name ? 


Are there two new baritones in Grav’s 
opera company, or is there but one, and has 
that one twosurnames? Did Signor Ypo.rro 
make his début as Germont in ‘‘ La Travi- 


mes bs) ata’’ on Monday last, or was it Signor 


Wo) Mt Irrotiro? The Herald and World critiques 
ie steadfastly speak of Ippotiro and YPpoutro 
ain }) hy respectively, and it is bad enough for any 
; 

cognomens, but perfectly frightful when the 
newspapers insist on saddling him with both. 
Let the gentleman settle the question defi- 
nitely in a card, a la Boucicautr. If he 
does not, we shall, to make sure of the 
thing, compromise matters by compounding, 
th us—YPoLitorppo.iro. 


f i a i Christian to own either of such back-handed 
mT 
\ y 


{i 
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Burnside’s Expostulation. 


Be patient, though success is sweet, 
O, say when gales are unpropitious, 
How can a Fleet be truly fleet, 
Or Expeditions expeditious ? 


_— 
oe 


According to Precedent. 


It is about time for us to make up our 
minds that if a Federal Fleet is to take any- 
thing at al! it is to be Taken by Storm.* 




















THE WAY TO SETTLE IT. 


The rural editor is an acknowledged lusus nalure ; but it is only 
when he is quarreling with another rural editor that his peculiar 
charms come out with unclouded brilliancy. The editor of a little 
daily, clear out West, ventured to assert that the friends of the 
late General Lyon were about ‘‘ to place a monument over the 
remains of the gallant soldier.” Whereupon an editor down East, 
in a vein of cutting sarcasm, remarks : 

“ We are certainly pleased to'learn that the admirers of Gen. 
Lyon are to place the monument over his remains, for, until our 
contemporary informed us to the contrary, we supposed it was 
their intention to place the monument under his remains. Would 
it not be more correct for our western brother to say that a monu- 
ment is to be erected to the memory of the lamented General ?”’ 

The western brother thinks not, and proceeds to air his idea on 
the subject ; 

‘*We fail to see how the word erect improves our sentence— 
providing it needed any improvement. To say that the countiy- 
men of General Lyon intend * to erect a monument’’ would seem 
to imply that it was, at first, their intention to sink a monument 
to his memory. Though we must confess that no one but a New 
England editor would be ready to draw such an inference.’’ 

Here the matter stands, and we really don’t see how our two 
brothers are going to get out of it, unless they apply to us as an 
umpire ; in which case we would compromise the affair by having 
the following paragraph printed in six consecutive numbers of the 
Beantown Journal and the Porkville Express : 

f= The friends of the late General Lyon are on the eve (or 
morning) of erecting (not sinking) a monument over (not under) 
the remains of that gallant chieftain ; for the furtherance of which 
noble purpose we bind ourselves to subscribe any sum not less 
than Fifty Dollars. 
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DRUMMING UP FOOLS. 


ATRIMONIAL.—A YOUNG GENTLEMAN DESIRING TO MARRY, TAKES 

this method of making it known. It is desired that miniatures should 

accompany communications in answer to this. All communications strictly 
confidential. Best of reference given. Address * * * 


That young gentleman must be sadly off for a photographic 
Album, by reason of the scarcity of his lady admirers. He will, 
however, probably soon amass several volumes-full of decayed 
actresses, pretty waiter girls, graduates of Woman’s Rights Col- 
leges, indiscreet misses who have not yet thoroughly committed to 
memory their multiplication table up to twelve times twelve, old- 
fashioned California and Bull Run widows, and Eighth Avenue 
belles of the loud tone. When the collection is completed, we 
would suggest that the tomes be labelled 

Portraits oF THE Fast Femate Foous or THe United Srares. 





ABOUT A FLORAL CORRESPONDENCE. 


According to the Tribune, Mrs. Lincotn and Mrs. J. G. Bennerr 
have become enamored of each other to the extent that, 


“A truly remarkable correspondence, relating, in good part, to affairs of 
interest, is regularly carried on between them ; and graceful gifts of flowers 
and other beautiful trifles frequently accompany the interesting missives of the 
President’s lady.”’ 


We quote the substance of the statement only. 

We are not addicted to pooh-poohing anything that the Tribune 
people choose to say, but we are strongly tempted for ‘‘just once’ 
to pooh-pooh the foregoing gossip. What boots it to anybody 
whether these ladies bill and coo each other or not? As to flowers, 
why should they be mentioned ? Flowers are, it is true, oftentimes 
employed as a sort of deaf and dumb alphabet, but not generally. 
If the ladies in question correspond by flowers as well as by post, 
all we have to say is—we hope they follow the idioms of the lan- 
guage, its syntax and prosody, with more success than most ladies 
acaieve when inditing their French missives. It would be frightful 
should Mrs. Bennett mistake the meaning of—say a Chestnut tree, 
which according to the glossary signifies “ Do me justice,” and con- 
strue in its stead the sign Burdock which pointedly exclaims 
‘* Touch me not.” 

Mrs. B. might in such a case fall into the still greater error of 
supposing that the lady of the Blank Mansion—(Washington pro- 
nunciation of Maison Blanc)—wished to be rendered safe from any 
little complimentary touchings up that the editor of the Herald 
might feel disposed to offer. Perhaps, though, there are no Chest- 
nut trees in Mrs. L’s bouquets, consequently no opportunity for a 


misunderstanding of this sort. Again, should the New York dame . 


send some bits of sweet-scented Tussilage, denoting ‘‘ Justice shall 
be done you,’’ it would be a downright pity for the recipient to 
mistake the plant for wild Tansy, whose only explanation is ‘I 
declare war against you.” As a political reference the transmission 
of a few leaves of Jasmine Carolina might be deenfed quite appro- 
priate, since its definition is ‘- Separation,” or Secession. 

However, our speculations may appear ill-timed in some degree, 
and perhaps provoke an editorial crusher in the Cock Fighter's 
journal, so it is best to rest them here for the present. 





Orthodox Advice. 


Our volunteers should bear in mind, when they are about to 
make prisoners, that the latter should, like medicines, ‘‘ Be well- 
Shaken before Taken.”’ 





Our best Man-of-War. 
The merry Mac of Washington. 
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